cottages to tear up precious sheets for bandages, as medical facilities were woefully lacking. Canisters full of ammunition and mortar bombs had also been dropped. At this moment the German rearguard, which had placed two of their pestiferous self-propelled guns on hills overlooking the field, began to bombard it spasmodically. For the first time, our Peloponnese picnic began to look like a small war.
Jellicoe, seeing Lessing and me hanging about, ordered us to help load up some civilian lorries with the ammunition canisters. It was an unpleasant job and we did not relish it, but we did it for a time, till we felt that honour was satisfied. The shelling was what would be described as "light," but the prospect that, however aery-faery it might be, it could explode one of the canisters added too sporting an element to a campaign that had been singularly free from hazard up to that point.
Some of the correspondents had actually been on the airfield when the parachutists landed and did their utmost to save casualties by hanging on to the men as they were dragged by the wind. Lessing had his 6 feet 6 inches hoisted into the air but managed to bring his man down Rugby fashion.
Colonel H. B. Coxen, the commanding officer, was the most surprised man among the airborne arrivals. He thought they would have to fight for it, and was slightly disgusted to find that there were no less than eight non-combatant war correspondents in possession, on the spot. Colonel Coxen attributed his own immunity from injury partly to the fact that he wore no steel helmet. He told me that he had a theory the skull was built to take certain shocks, and the weight of the helmet was more a disadvantage than a protection.
He was a great wit and his men adored him. It was largely due to his advocacy of " the more khaki uniforms the better " that we war correspondents were allowed to accompany his airborne troops into Athens.
One thing that amused the parachutists was that they had been given a Greek glossary marked "not to be produced inome made most flattering comparisons with Pericles, Leonidas and (the original)d obstinately. I discovered afterwards that, as I predicted, the tyres finally refused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
